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H AI L mighty champion of the clan, 
Who war againſt the Rights of Man— 
Thoſe baſe inhereat rights I mean, 

That would dethrone a king or queen; 
To wit, a deſpot and deſpoteſs, 

By flaves yclep'd a ged and goddeſs 
Untitle lords, and earls, and dukes, 
And mould them into common folks— 
Bring orders higher than a ſteeple, 

To the baſe level of the people — 
Claim independency of ſpirit, 

And build celebrity on merit— 

Make government a mere colluſion 
And order change into confuſion 
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Turn rights hereditary up- 
Side down, and virtue place a top 
And with felonious ſcheme bring in 


Equality, that deadly ſin, 


HAIL generous ſtranger, who went oer 


From Mother Britain's peaceful ſhore, 
To frantic France, to teach her good, 
And check the waſte of noble blood— 
Like Howard bent on deeds humane, 
To looſe the royal captive's chain ! 

To mitigate a monarch's throes ! 

And diſlipate a nation's woes ! 

But thoſe unfeeling Sans-culottes, 
Who cut deſpotic nobles* throats, - 
With regal bleſſings diſcontented, 
Vour kind philanthropy prevented. 
Pained to the ſoul, and heavy hearted, 
You from th' ill fated country parted. 
Thus parted Lot from Sodom's plain, 
All hopes of reformation vain, 

With keen reluQancy of mind, 

Nor ſtopped to caſt a look behind, 
But flew like lightning from a ſtate, 
Doomed to inevitable fate, 

Yet ſtill on gracious actions bent, 

By ſome kind aagel, doubtleſs ſent, 
Thro' much fatigue, diſtreſs and pain, 
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You eroſſ'd the unfathomable main; 
And jeoparded your precious life, 
To fave our land: from civil ſtrife. 
Accept great chief, this gratulation, 
In concert with a grateful nation, 
Who ſenſible of your deſert, 
Pour out the effuſions of its heart, 
Maugre the democratic pranks, 

In n toes and * 


Hall. e man, to whom belong, 


Sublimeſt powers of proſe and ſong ! 
Whoſe ample mind has formed alliance 
With every art and every ſcience 
Whoſe genius, - ſoaring to the ſtars, 

The plots of the anarchiſts mars— 
Whoſe poignant wit, like lightning darts, 
Transfixisg Jacobinic hearts— | 

Whoſe logic ſharp, and brilliant diftion, 
Thrills thro? the Sans culottes' conviction 
Our bloody, ſelf- created rogues, 

The, democratic demagogues, 

Who now felonioully aſperſe, 

The miſtreſs of the univerſe ; 

And diabolically ſpit on, 

The Queen of Iſles, imperial Britain: 
Who dare to think, or ſpeak, or ſing, 
Blaſphemous things againſt the king, 
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And moſt preſumptuouſly aſſert, 
That Britain's is a venal court, 
Compoſed of penſioners and tools, 
Confederate villains, dupes and fools, 


Fer prone to ſchemes and actions finiſter, 


And at the beck of every mmiſter ; 
And that her glorious conſtitution, 
Is in reality alluſion— | 
A fairy ſcene, or vap'ry 1 * 
That flits before the morning beam 
And hoot the rights divine, of kings,. 
As ludicrous unnatural things; 
While e'en nobility of birth, 
Serves but to animate their mirth g 
Unweeting dupes, and heinous elves, 
Who fancy monarchs, like themſelves, 
Were formed of particles of clay, 
And came to light the common way; 
That after having ſpent their breath 
In laughtering others, bow to death 
And like the race of mortal men 
Diſſolve to mother earth again. 
Prepoſterous fools, and wretches vile, 
At whom e'en Prryhoniſts would ſmile 
Who, like the mole, toil under ground, 
And ſcarcely view an inch around; - 


W hoſe darkling ſouls, in vain would trace, 


The origin of kingly race; 
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Who never view the ſun of ſcience, 

Nor with the muſes hold alliance; 

Elſe they might ſee with half an eye, 
That kings and emperors, never die 
But by a wond'rous tranſmigraiion, 

Still live, and reign, in every nation 
Nor can the ſword of death diſſever, 
Thoſe beings, formed to live for ever. 

To me the loyal taſk be given, 
To prove that kings were ſent from heav'n, 
What time the giants fell at odds, 

Thoſe ancient democrats, with gods, 
And in rebellion vainly ſtrove, 

Againſt th* immortal powers above, 
Which raiſed ſuch hubbubs in-the world, 
As mountains from their baſes hurled 
Twas then dread Jove in vengeance roſe, 
And thundered terror mid his foes, 

' Diſperſed their hoſt, bade diſcord ceaſe, 
And huſhed the jarring world to peace. 
Thence to prevent thro” future times, 

A reperition of theſe crimes ; 

T' exact obedience to his law, 

And keep the univerſe in awe, 

He built on earth, a golden throne, 

And on it placed his eldeſt ſon. 
And to complete the regal ſtate, 
He formed a claſs of beings great, 
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Of heterogenial rank and birt, 
From kings, and children of the earth, 
Gave them to view the monarch's face, 
His councils aid, and ſhare his grace. 
Then bade a herald loud proclaim, _ 


NIMROD, che earthly ſovereign's name. 


And that thencefor ward every one 
Of mortal race, or mother's ſon, 

Te Deumns annually ſhould. ſing, 

In homage to their gracious king; 
And as, in riches, they increas' d, 
To him, jmpart'the half at leaſt ; 
And conſecrate the purſe, and life, 
Whene'er he bade the mortal ſtrife— 
From loyalty, they ne'er muſt ſwerve, 
But faithfully their monarch ſerve, 
Obſequious bend beneath his nod, 
And kiſs with quivering lips the rod, 
Hence in a lineal ſucceſſhon, - ' © 
And ad infinitum progreſſion; A 
From mighty Nimrod's royal Whelps, 
Thro' unknown ages to the Guelphs, 


Have monarchs reign'd, and e'er will reign, 


While water, carth, and air remain. 
Thus having proved as clear as day, 
That ſovereigns never ſprung from clay, 
But in undeviating line 

Roſe from ap origin divine, 
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Let our republicans, betimes, 

Begin to expiate their crimes, 

Committed *gainſt the parent State, 

Before it be for aye too late: ul | 
Before the ſovereign queen of iſles, 
Transform, to vengeance” frowns, her ſmiles, 
And riſe in terrible array, 

And ſweep our infant States away, 

As eaſily as maid with broom, 

Sweeps duſt and cobwebs from a room; 

Or as confederate kings advance, 

And cruſh the Sans-culottes of France. 
Acknowledge then you've been to blame, 
And bow o'erwhelmed with grief and ſhame * | 
Oh! like the prodigal return, : 
Your baſe ingratitude to mourn! 

Return tho' late, to your allegiance, - 

And ſwear immutable. obedience. 

For *tis as evidently plain, 

As twice the number one makes twain, 
That you, flagitiouſly have ſwerv'd, 

And Britain's chaſtiſements deſerv'd. 

For has not great Camillus ſhown, 

By logic, clear, as man in moon, 

Your ſilly, wicked, wilful blindneſs, 

And her unalterable kindneſs ? 

Elſe long ere now, ſhe would have eat ye, 
For violating the old treaty. 
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Has he not loyally diſputed, 3 
And all your flimſy ſchemes . 
Evinced your machinations vain, 
Againſt the miſtreſs of the main? 
Who has the excluſive right to prey, 
On all that ſails the watery way. 
Hence in ſtrict equity, I trow, 
Where'er th' Atlantic ſurges flow, 
Your ſhips, and property, ſhe ſeizes, 
And hardy tars, whene'er ſhe pleaſes. 
Be grateful then, you're in exiſtence, 
Nor baſely contemplate reſiſtance ; 

But acquieſce, like loyal freemen, 

In captur'd property, and ſeamen. 
Then adverſe politics, explode, 

And liſten to the epiſode, 

Depicting our low-fallen glory, 
Invelop'd in an allegory. 

When fair Columbia was a child, 
And mother Britain on her ſmil'd 
With kind regard, and ſtrok'd her head, 
And gave her dolls, and gingerbread, 
And ſugar plumbs, and many a toy, 
Which prompted gratitude and joy— 
Then a more duteous maid, I ween, 
Ne'er friſked it o'er the playful green; 
Whate'er the mother ſaid, approv'd, 
And with ſincere aſfection lov'd 
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With reverence liſten'd to her dreams, 
An bowed obſequious to her ſchemes— 
Barter'd the products of her garden, 

For trinkets, worth more than a farthing— 
And whenſoe'er the mother ſigh'd, 

She, ſympathetic daughter, cri'd, 

Fearing the heavy, long-drawn breath, 
Betoken'd her approaching death. 

But when at puberty arriv'd, 

Forgot the power in whom ſhe liv'd, 
And 'gan to make prepoſterous ſplutter, 
'Bout ſpreading her own bread and butter, 
And ſtubbornly retus'd t' agree, 

In form, to drink her bohea-tea, 

And like a bale ungrateful daughter, 
Hurl'd a whole tea box in the water— 
Bout writing paper, made a pother, 

And dared to argue with her mother— 
Contended pertly, that the nurſe, 

Should not be keeper of the purſe; 

But that herſelf, now older grown, 
Would have a pocket of her own, 

In which the purſe ſhe would depoſit, 

As ſafely as in nurſe's cloſet. 

This wavering from, her juſt allegiance, 
By overt acts of diſobedience— 

(While each revolving ſeaſon brought, 
More independency of thought,) 

She ſtopped her * loyal reaſon, 
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And heinouſly committed treaſon. 


With broken heart, the mother ſaw, 


Her daughter trample on her law! 
Ingratitude, more ſharp than ſword, 

Her kind maternal boſom gor'd, 

Which vibrating thro? every vein, 

The ſyſtem thrill'd with keeneſt pain! 
Thus tortur'd, oft ſhe loſt her wits, 

And ſtruggl'd in hyſteric fits! 

At lucid intervals, would weep, 

And utter gibberiſh in her ſleep 
Related melancholy dreams, 

And plann'd the moſt romantic ſchemes. 
At length, the indignant ſteward roſe, 
To mitigate her heavy woes !— 

Words from his lips, like thunder broke, 
And to the mother thus he ſpoke— 

* Great madam, this ungrateful daughter, 
Deſpiſing every thing you've taught her, 
And blindly perſevering in | 

The ways of wickedneſs and fin, 

Has been converſing, as I hear, 

The truth of which I greatly fear, 

Oft in the grove, and at the lymph, 
With Liberty, a mountain nymph ; 

A miſchievous, beguiling fair, 

With honi'd tongue, and wanton air, 
Who living ſtill a wandering life, 
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Takes pleaſure in fomenting ſtrife, 

In each domeſtic peaceful ſcene, 
Where flavery's ſhadows intervene; 
Bout ſtri& obedience makes a pother, 
And children prompts, to hate their mother ; 
Infuſes in their heads ſtrange fancies, 
Of freedom, and the like romances. 
To me, it ſeems as clear a caſe, 

As noſe on Punchenello's face, 

That this ſaid damſel has beguil'd, 
Bedevil'd, and bewitched the child. 
And by old Jealouſy I learn, 

Some facts, our mutual peace concern, 
To wit, that Mils Columbia had, 
Loeked thro the window at a lad, 

(Of that enticing fair, a brother, 
Tho” far more dangerous than the other) 
A turbulent, and factious fellow, 

| Who wont *gainſt ſervitude to bellow, 
And lead unthinking minds aſtray, 
From ancient cuſtom's ſacred way— 
For filial diſobedience famed, . 

And rightly Independence, named. 
And furthermore, ſhe has been ſeen, 
Strolling and muſing, o'er the green! 
What time Aurora opes her eyes, 

And paints, in rainbow tints, the ſkies, 
And when the evening's ſhadows grey, 
Shut up the lucid eye of day. s 
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Theſe Madam, are not idle fancies, 
But ſtrong, and weighty cicumſtances ; 
Which will by fair ratiocination, 

And ſyllogiſtic implication, 
Demonſtrate clearly, that this daughter, 
Who lives on tother ſide the water, 
Has 1n the grove, and at the fountain, 
Talked with that damſel of the mountain, 
About the rights of eating cheeſe, 

And bread and butter, when they pleaſe ; 
And drinking tea, from china diſhes, 
And catching lobſters, crabs, and fiſhes— 
And having pence in ſilken purſe, 

In ſpite of our old truſty nurſe.— 

And thrice looked thro' the window glaſs, 
To ſee that factious fellow paſs— 


And maugre all maternal lectures, 


Of bugbears, fiends, hobgoblins, ſpectres, 
This temerarious girl, unſeen, 

Oft ſtrolls about the dewy green; 
Before the dawn's dark ſhadows flee, 
And when dun evening ſhrouds the ley. 
And now to ſum up all her errors, 

(Nay ceaſe unneceſſary terrors.) 

Firſt, it appears from what's been ſtated, 
From duty's ſphere ſhe's deviated ; 

And gone, with Liberty, aſtray, 

Far, far in the forbidden way. 
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And ſecondly, as looks impart 

The inclinations of the heart, 

And thro the medium of the eye, 

We frequently the ſoul deſcry— -. 

Hence it reſults, your daughter's looks, 
Are fixed on ſomething more than books, 
And clear, as flaſh of lightning, proves, 
That ſhe, this Independence, loves. 
Thirdly, as people have been known, 
At morn, and eve, to ſtray alone, 

And o'er the dewy green to wander, 
Some deep- laid ſtratagem to ponder 

It is moſt evident ſhe means, 

Maugre your will, while in her teens, 
Her diabolic ſcheme to carry, 

And this vile Independence marry. 

Of all theſe crimes, - by truth depicted, 
Of all theſe crimes, ſhe ſtands convicted. 
And many more, that I could tell y'on, 
Which fairly mount to baſe rebellion. 
Riſe then inſulted Madam, riſe, 

This ingrate daughter to chaſtiſe ; 

Let pity's tear, that gilds your eye, 
Henceforward be for ever dry ; 

Let ardent love, to hatred turn, 

And vengeance in your boſom burn, 
Till ſhe, repentant, kiſs the rod, 

And bow ſubmiſſive to your nod; 
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Renouncing every word and thought, 
Save thoſe, your wiſer ſelf have taught 
Diſcarding all her new aſſociates, 

With whom, at preſent, ſhe negociates— 
And evermore, till time ſhall end, 
Forego the right to choofe a friend ; 
Command her paſſions to ſtand ſtill, 

And bend obſequious to your will ; 
Diſcloſe each thought, ſhe e'er may find, 
Intruding on her buſy mind; 

Hate what you hate, love what you love, 
And your romantic whims approve— 
And eat, without a word, the food 

That you prepare, or bad or good— 
Hence forward ſwear to drink her tea, 
Squat on the floor, or on one knee, 
From wooden bowls—{(not china diſhes ) 
That as for lobſters, crabs, and fiſhes, 
Your ladyſhip oft being tainty, 

And conſequently very dainty, 

The privilege claims, of eating all 

She catches, whether great or ſmall.” 
The afflicted mother trembling roſe _ 
Nor moiſt her eye, nor huſh'd her woes! 
And thrice eflay'd to ſpeak, in vain, 
Choak'd by intolerable pain, 

Which her maternal boſom heav'd, 

And of all utterance bereav'd ! 
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Till from her eyes a torrent ſprung, 
Which ſooth'd her breaſt, & loos'd her tongue 
Then in a whiſper, or a ſigh, 

Said, what a—hapleſs—wretch—am I! 
My darling—child—my—lateſt—birth! 
And breathleſs ſunk upon the earth. 

At which, the ſteward raved, and ſwore, 
And ſpouted louder than before; 

And urg'd his cauſe, in terms prophetic, 
With argument ſo energetic, 

That rous'd the mother's fallen ſpirit, 
This ingrate child, to difinherit,— 

When twice nine years thro? wilds ſhe'd rambl'd 
And over barren mountains ſcrambl'd 
With naked feet, and garments torn, 

Of pence and happineſs forlorn ! 

She 'gan, too late, to ſee her folly, 

And moaned, and grew quite melancholy ! 
And fain had kiſs'd her mother's rod, 
And cring'd beneath her ſlighteſt nod, 
Had not her children, rude and baſe, 
Devoid of loyalty and grace, 

To faction prone, and devaſtation, 
Prevented reconciliation. 

But now to drop our allegory, 

And facts relate in ſimple ſtory, 

What fell aſperſions had of late, 

Been caſt upon the parent State— — 
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'Gainſt conſtitution, court and king, 
Whence every earthly bleſſing ſpring. 
What factious principles abounded, 
Which &en our government confounded ; 
And ſpread like wild fire thro' the realm, 
Boding our peace to overwhelm.— 

"Twas in this molt tremendous hour, 
When anarchy began to lower 

And heinous, ſelf-created, clans, 
Diſcloſed their order-ſapping plans— 
While ſad Columbia's languid form, 
Trembled beneath the impendent ſtorm— 
*T was then redoubted, generous chief, 
Your bared your arm for our relief, 

And with reſiſtleſs vigor hurl'd, 

Diſorder from this weſtern world. 

As Sampſon, thunderbolt of fight, 

Put hoſts of Philiſtines to flight 

With fury flew them hip and thigh, 

And heaped their carcaſſes on high— 
Or laid them ſprawling on the graſs, 

With but the jaw-bone of an aſs— 

And made among their ranks ſuch ſlaughter, 
That blood flowed o'er the plain like water. 
Thus your immortal proweſs hurl'd 

More Philiſtines to Vother world, 

Thoſe bloody democrats I mean, 

With the ſame weapon too I ween ; 


o 
— 4 


pb 


(Hence we infer your Bone to Gnaw, 
Was nothing but an aſs's jaw) 

And heap'd their mangl'd corſes higher, 
Than piſmire hill, or city ſpire. © 


HAIL mighty chief, the loyal muſe, 
Would fain your matchleſs feats diffuſe, 
Far as the luſt'rous god of day, 
Diſſeminates his genial ray— 

'Till your immortal name, be ſung, 

By every king and noble's tongue'; - 
Borne gaily down the ſtream of time, 

The theme of each deſpotic clime. 

*Till Liberty, that gorgon dread, 

Shall never more uplift her head ; 

But in monarchic chains be hurl'd, 
Beyond the precincts of the world 

For endleſs ages to remain, 

Ne'er to afflict King George again: 

Till thoſe vile herds, your arm who dar'd, 
And whom, your royal mercy ſpar'd, 
May lower crouch, beneath your teet, 
And make your triumphs more complete. 


—_<—X == 


WHAT direful ſcenes the world amaze, 
In theſe degenerated days ! 
An era new, unprecedented, 


By privileged orders, much lamented— 
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Replete with prodigies and crimes, 
Surpaſſing antiquated times 

An era new, of wond'rous changes, 
O'er which the mind aſtoniſh'd, ranges, 
And pregnant with unnumber'd woes, 
To monarchs, courts, and freedom's foes 
An era new, of revolutions, 

And ſelf-created conſtitutions, 

Of anarchy, and guillotines, 

Now uſhers on the world its ſcenes. 

The hapleſs Europa's diſaſters, 

The overthrow of noble maſters, 

Thoſe principles, and manners vicious, 
To all ſociety pernicious, 

Like Sirius, that malignant ſtar, 

Which ſpread their baneful influence far; 
And e'en the reaſoning race imbrute, 
And ancient politics, dilute, 

The growth of deſpotiſm, diſturb, 

And mighty kings, and orders curb ; 
Deſtroy the ſymmetry of power, 

The works of ages, in an hour, 

Set the whole univerſe agog, 

And guillotine the good king Log, 

Expel the ancient ſuperſtition, 

Spread hereſy, and foul ſedition, 

Treaſon and atheiſm abroad, 

And blaſt the nobleſt works of God— 
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The ſad effects of which we feel, 

More poignant far than griding ſteel 
The ſource, whence all theſe evils riſe, 
The muſe now ſings with wat'ry eyes, 
When Liberty, that goddeſs dire, 

Rous'd Gallia's children into ire, 
Againſt their country's deſpotiſm, 

And made in politics a ſchiſm, 

And like a fury void of pity, 

Rais'd inſurrection in the city, 
Rebellion's cradle, right yclept, 

O'er which, ſince, monarchy has wept, 
What time ſedition rung alarms, 

And treaſon bawl'd, ** to arms, to arms!“ 
To arms, the frantic thouſands ruſh'd, 
And regal oppoſition cruſſid | 
Nor ceas'd their bloody rage, till firſt, 
They'd whelm'd the pride of kings in duſt ! 
And what deplorable and odd is, 

This tyranny deſtroying goddeſs, 

By waving round her magic wand, 
Spread fell infection thro! the land, 

Till frenzy all the nation ſeiz'd— 

And c'en the government diſeas'd, 

With a complaint, yclept king's evil, 
Which with the orders played the devil, 
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O'erturn'd the royal conſtitution, 

And uſher'd in a revolution, 

Big with unparallel'd events, 

And indeſcribable portents! 

Which metamorphos'd, common drudges, 
Into great ſtateſmen, heroes, judges; 
And ſoldiers diſciplin'd, from boys, 
Which Europe's quiet full annoys— 
Electrifi'd the general mals, 

All former valour to ſurpaſs— 

Chang'd cuſtoms, ſytems, times and ſeaſons, 
Religion kill'd, and ſever'd weaſands! 
Arreſted nature in her courſe, 

To join their regicidal force, 

And aid a ſacrilegious cauſe, | 
Subverting order, peace, and laws; 
(Which {till blaſphemouſly is pointed, 
Againſt our king, the Lord's anointed) 
Which pour'd o'er Flanders like a flood, 
And bath'd her fields in noble blood ! 
Made Pruſſians ſcud, and Auſtrians leap, 
At Wiſſiembourg and fam'd Gameppe— 
And Cobourg, like a whirlwind flee, 

At Fleury's plains and Maubeuge ! 
While the redoubted duke of York, 
Near Tournay's walls, and at Dunkirk, 
With epileptic fits was taken, 

And flew to ſave his royal bacon, 
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Here Pruſſia's eagle flaps his wings, 
And trembling, from the combat ſprings, 
With half pluck'd tail, and fallen creſt, 
Retires full weary to his neſt. 

Mean time, alas! on numerous plains, 
'The life blood pours from loyal veins. 
Obſerve magnanimous O'Hara, 

At Toulon, wofully miſcarry ! 

While he ſubmits to wear the chain, 
His legions fall, or fly the plain. 

Here, lo! the cruel Dugomier, 

Erects his ſtandard in the air; 

While bloody warriors at his ſide, 
Extend their conquering ſquadrons wide— 
Flow down the Pyrenees amain, 

And crop the towering pride of Spain. 
Here view the dreadful Bounaparte, 
With deathful eye, and lion's heart! 
While dauntleſs ſouls his ſteps attend, 
Now grimly o'er the Alps aſcend 
Roll down its ſides a torrent ſtrong, 
And ſweep confederate hoſts along— 
Spread widely o'er Italia's realm, 

And Auſtria's provinces o'erwhelm ! 
While Victor Amadeus, that ninny, 
The mighty monarch of Sardinia, 

A ſuppliant bends, oppreſs'd with grief, 
Before the Jacobinic chief— 
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Proffers his kingdom to divide, 


Ah! heavy ſtroke to regal pride, 


And cede to France, whate'er ſhe wills, 
Of cities, vallies, plains and hills— 
While pope, and dukes, and orders great, 
With Naples? ſovereign ſhare his fate ; 


And baſely crouch, beneath the nod, 


Of Bounaparte, that demi - god 
While Beaulieu, with the ſad remains, 
Of ſlaughter'd myriads, flies the plains. 
With bleeding heart come now approach, 
And view the carnage made by Hoche! 
That tiger of the human race, 

Who thwarted royal George's grace-- 
What time his philanthropic mind, 
To mercy, love, and peace inclin'd 
Benevolence, and pity bland-- 

The Quib'ron expidition plann'd ; 
Sent fleets and armies o'er the water, 
To put a ſtop to human ſlaughtes ; 

To check the interior hoſtility 

Of France, and give the land tranquillity, 
This generous. act, his noble mind, 
Had moſt undoubtedly defign'd. 

But Hoche, the regicidal chief, 

To all his propoſitions deaf; 

Dead to the feelings of humanity, 
And inſtigated by profanity 
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With his fell San-culottiſh brood, 

Ever athirſt for noble blood, ' 

Like whirlwinds ruſh'd upon the coaſt, 
And ſwept away- the royal hoſt, 

Now northward, turn a painful eye, 

And other. fields of death deſcry ! 

Here Jourdan, that inhuman chief, 
Delighting ſtill in Europe's grief! 

His cut-throat ſquadrons ſpreads afar, 
Religion, peace, and bliſs to mar, 
Which like an overwhelming flood, 
Germania, deluges in blood. 

There, dire Moreau, ereQs his form, 
And o'er the Rhine conducts the ſtorm, 
The deathful cannon's thunder braves, 
And far his conquering ſtandard waves ! 
While Auſtria's numerous hoſts in vain, 
Eſſay the combat to maintain— 

They fall, they fly or trembling yield, 
And Gallia triumphs ofer the field. 


LIKE you, great ſage, the loyal muſe, 


Oft wets her cheeks, in ſortow's dews, 


When ſhe with retroſpective glance, 
Reviews the former bliſs of France! 
When the magnificent Baſtile, 
That glory, of the general weal 
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That monument, of royal good, 
Sublimely grand, for ages ſtood. 


When kings, and nobles, queens, and prieſts, 


With iron rod, controul'd the beaſts, 


The Sans-culottes, theſe bloody men, © 


Within the precincts of their den 
When if at royalty they. growl'd; 

Or in a noble's preſence howPd, 
Straight dragg'd to juſtice, by a nod, 
They paid, the inſult, with their blood. 
Or elſe for ages laid in durance, 

Of prompt obedience, gave aſſurance. 
But now alas! thoſe golden times, 
Have bid adieu to Gallia's climes ! 

That vaſt, ſuperb, monarchic ſtructure, 
Of ſuperhuman architecture 

That glorious tower, of towers the firſt, 
Alas! lies buried in the duſt. | 
Let loyal ſpirits, hence beware, / 

And wiſely. *ſcape:the direful ſnare ; 
Nor liſten to the Siren Freedom, 

Who in ſeditious ways, would lead them. 


Nor ape thoſe earth-born, monſters fell, 


Againſt the gods who dar'd rebel— 

(For had thoſe democratic giants, 

Who bade the immortal powers defiance, 
Succeeded in their impious aim, 
Olympus ſcal'd, and Jove o'ercame, 
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The factious wretches, would I ween, 
Have ſhav'd him, with the guillotine.) 
Nor the more bloody carmagnoles, | 
Thoſe tigers, deſtitute of ſouls ! 

Who impiouſly have overturn'd, 

A glorious throne, and order ſpurn'd ! 
Delug'd a land, in royal blood, 

And whelm'd al! titles in the flood! 
Inſulted emperors, kings, and queens, 
With priſon-ſhips, and guillotines. 
This is the ſpring, of Europe's woes, 
And hence Columbia's ſorrow flows. 
When that infatuated nation, 

Had extirpated population ; 

And formed, with gothiciſm, alliance, 
And baniſh'd virtue, art, and ſcience, 
And heaven-born orders, from the realm, 
And plac'd the people at the helm— 
Still not content one land to ruin, 
They ſent their principles a brewing 
Sedition, fin, and every crime, 2 
In this once loyal happy clime. 
Hence baſe democracy. uprais'd, 

Its gorgon head, and faction gaz'd 
With diabolical delight, 

Which ſtruck the empire with affright, 
Hence toaſts diſloyal, mobs, banditti, 
And efbgies alarmed _ city. 
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HAIL peerleſs warrior, England's boaſt, 

Whoſe arm is mightier than a hoſt ! 

Fain would the muſe, in numbers high, 
Reſound your glory to the ſky ! 

Lain would ſhe ſing, each gallant action, 
How oft, you triumph'd, over faction, 
Diſloyalty, and oppoſition, 

Democracy, and French ſedition. 

And when your foes, in evil hour, 

By art, had got you in their power, 

Short was their joy :—their triumph vain, 
Soon ended, in defeat, and pain: 

As the Philiſtine bands of yore, 

By ſtratagem, foil'd Sampſon's power; 

And hence, to make their nobles ſport, 
Took th' eyeleſs hero into court. 

Who, while they deem'd no miſchief brewing, 
O'erwhelm'd them all in ſmouldering ruin, 
So when of late, thoſe bloody men, 

Had dragged you ſtruggling from your den, 
Their triumphs were as ſhort as thoſe 

Ot the great Hebrew champion's foes, 

For ſoon as c'er their heads they dare ſhow, 
You overwheim'd them with the“ Scare crow. 


HAIL mighty chief, whoſe naval ſkill, 
Claims higher praiſe and glory {ill ! 
What time old Anarch rais'd his form, 
And o'er Columbia hurl'd a ſtorm ; 
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The beautcous veſſel of this realm, 

The pilot iceping at the helm, 

Diſtant from order's peaceful coaſt, 

Was in the factious ocean toſt ; 

And heaving upward in the wind 

Deſpair before, and death behind! 

While o'er the decks, the billows daſh'd, 
And th unders roar'd, and hghtnings flaſh'd! 
(Charybdis here, her vortex opes, 

And Scylla there, excludes all hopes,) 
"Twas then, immortal pilot you, 
Reliev'd our ſad, deſponding crew; 
Thrill'd every heart with greatful joy, 

By throwing out your“ Bloody buoy —” 
At ſight of which we gain'd the port, 

No longer now of {torms the ſport. 


HAIL great phyſician, of the State, 
Who ſnatched us from the jaws of fate, 
When final ruin 'gan to lower, 

And ſav'd us by your healing power! 
The conſtitution being ſick, 

To wit, the body politic, 

And like to die no hand to ſave, 

Her blooming beauties from the grave! 
Her breaſt juſt heav'd a ſtruggling ſigh 
The film was ſettling o'er her eye! 

The crimſon current, gan to part, 
From its laſt citadel, the heart 
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At this conjuncture, ſo portentous, 
With conſequences moſt momentous— 
At this conjuncture, you arrived, 

And inſtantly our hopes revivec, 

By proffering, gratis, by your ſkill, 
The dreadful malady to heal. 

Then quick adminiſter'd an acid. 

And divers drugs, of nature placid, 
An anodyne and ſweet elixer, 

By courtiers ſtyl'd imperial mixture; 
Which, promptly, gave complete relief 
And far diſpers'd a nation's grief. 


HAIL matchleſs chief, to whom we owe, 
Exiitence in this world below !— 
For as the Chariot of the State, 
Surcharg'd with an enormous weight, 
Banks, funding ſyſtems, and exciſes, 
Whence fair Columbia's bliſs ariſes, 
Was lately driving thro the fields, 

A monſtrous giant ſtopp'd the wheels, 
And with his huge Sampſonian force, 
Impell'd the carriage from its courſe, 
Then had our liberties, been toſt, 
And in the gulph of faction loſt, 
The conſtitution brokè its neck, 

The continent all gone to wreck, 
And anarchy, and deſolation, 
Famine, and war, and conflagration, 
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Drought, peſtilence, and earthquake ſhocks 
Each ill, of fell Pandora's box, FM 
And greater plagues than Moſes' hand, 
Erſt brought upon the Memphian land, 
Like an 1mpetuous torrent hurl'd, 
Grim ruin round this weſtern world— 
The Britiſh treaty been fruftrated, 
And all our fouls annihilated — 
Had you not like Alcides roſe, 
To diſſipate theſe mighty woes. 
Armed cap-a-pe, like knight of lions, 
To combat wind-mills, ſheep and giants, 
With ſword unſheath*'d, and arm like Jove, 
You at the foe right onward drove. | 


COME martial Muſe, with Homer's fire, 
And Milton's grandeur, ſtrike the lyre ; 
Sound to the world, in thundering lay, 
The dire, unparallel'd affray ! 

Sing how the earth with terror ſhook, 
As with an epilepſy ſtruck! 
While Niagara's ruſhing flood, 
In dread affright, ſuſpended ſtood, 
And ceas'd, its thundering waves, to ue 
Adown the lacerated ſhore! 
How Phcebus, ſeiz'd with ſad diſmay, 
Spread round the ſky a ſanguine ray! 
While moon, and planets, round him ſcouted, 
As fearing leſt they would be routed. 
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The monſtrous Giant kenn'd from far, 
Our hero ruſhing to the war, 

And as a crane, by river ſide, 

With lengthy legs, and towering pride, 
Looks highly pleas'd, with head awry, 

If he a ſhoal of fiſh eſpy; 

Intending ſoon their blood to draw, 

And, with their bodies, gorge his craw— 
So look'd the Giant at the fight, 

Which edg'd his greedy appetite ; 

And quickly thought, the mule can tell ye, 
To put our hero in his belly. 

Mean time, the dauntleſs chief drew nigh, 
With death, and vengeance in his eye, 
Reſolv'd, our ſinking land to ſave, 

Or greatly, find a glorious grave. 

As towers the monarch of the fen, 

In magnitude, above the wren, 

Or elephant, above the grub, 

Or lofty oak, above the ſhrub— 

So tower'd the Giant, when compar'd 

To him, his brawny arm, who dar'd. 
Now ſee our hero ſwiftly ruſh, 

And at the monſter make a puſh,— 

Who ere he turns himſelf around, 

On his ſmall-toe, perceives a wound. 
Anon, with indignation feels, 

The purple ſtream, guſh from his heels — 
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Stung with the pain, he gave a roar, 
That echo'd round the ſhuddering ſhore, 
And tho' our hero's heart was ſteel, 
Made it ſtrange palpitations feel ; 

Then on him caſt a wrathful look, 
While vengeance all his body ſhook, 
And as a cat's enticing paws, 

Attract a mouſe to greet her jaws, 

He made a quick tremendous grafp, 
Weening to take him in his claſp, 

By arm, or body, neck, or heel, 

And of his carcaſs make a meal. 

But our brave chief, with bound alert, 
Evaded the gigantic art; 

And with his royal truſty ſword, 

The Monſter's calf, ſeverely gor'd. 

At diſappointment, doubly vex'd, 

And with his artful foe perplex'd, 

The Giant 'gan the ſtrife to wage, 
With tenfold violence and rage. 

Nor leſs. our hero's ſoul was fir'd, 
While glory every nerve inſpir'd ; 

And victory, and immortal fame, 
Electriſied his noble frame. 

Not with more fire and vengeful ſpleen, 
Two boars engage upon the green, 
With heads oblique, and foaming jaws, 
To rend each others' ears and maws. 
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The Giant grinn'd, and gnafſh'd his teeth, 
Which ſhrilly rattling, ſhook the heath; 
And glancing down a deathful eye, 
Uprais'd his brawny arm on high, 
Which brandiſhing a pond'rous club, 
Aim'd at his foe a mortal dub, 

Which, erring, ſwift as lightning ruſh'd, 
And a vaſt rock to atoms cruſh'd ! 

Then with reiterated ſtrokes, 

To ſhivers, ſplit a grove of oaks ! 

Th' eluding chief beheld the dread, 
Amazing ruin round him ſpread, 
Aſtoniſh'd,--yet devoid of fear, 

And {till conteſted in the rear— 


Thence with a vigorous thruſt ſent home 


Full ſorely pierc'd him on the bum; 
At which he gave a hideous bawl, 
And let his ponderous weapon fall. 
And ſtooping down, to graſp a ſtone, 
Which doubtleſs weigh'd an hundred ton— 
At which our hero, chang'd his plan, 
And flew to combat in the van— 

And while the Giant's head was prone, 
F'er he could raiſe the mighty ſtone— 
While conqueſt beam'd in either eye, 
Reſolved the force of ſkull to try. 
Then as a furious goat and ram, 
Againſt their rival ſconces flam, 
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He ſprang againſt the monſter's pate, 
With dread velocity and weight, 
Which he unable to ſuſtain, 
Fell breathleſs, headlong on the plain. 
The muſe thus ſaw a ram and bull, 
With fury try the force of ſkull! 
The enormous brute, to ſhew his breeding, 
Reclin'd his head—the ram receding 
With meaſur'd ſtep—then with a bound 
He forc'd the bull upon the ground. 


.HENCE let our land loud pzans ſing, 
And make the ſpacious welkin ring ! 
To our deliv*rer raiſe the lay, 
Whoſe pericranium won the day ! 
Who maſſacr'd the deadly foe, 
And reſcu'd us from endleſs woe. 
Not mightier feats Don Quixotte wrought, 
When he with ſheep, and wind-mills fought, 
Nor when he bolder bid defiance, 
Fen to the teeth the royal lions; 
Nor Warwick's valiant Guy, I trow, 
When combatting the dread dun cow ! 
Nor he who erſt made dragons yield, 
And with their teeth beſtrow'd the field! 
Nor mighty Jack, the giant fighter, 
Nor Faiſtaff that facetious knight, nor 
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Great Hercules, that ſon of thunder, 


Whoſe actions fill'd the world with wonder! 
Nor he, ſtill greater than them all, 
On June the firſt who foil'd the Gaul. 


HAL great Phyſician, Hero, Pilot, 
Tho' common sENSE your feats may ſmile at, 
And TRUTH, that antiquated dame, 
And vixruE, vilify your name— 
And Mopsrv, affected prude, 
Pronounce your glorious actions rude— 
And jus trick, that old partial crone, 


Vex'd at your riſing honors frown— 


And coNsCIENCE, that intruding thing, 
Awake reflection with her ſting ; 

And with a vile, vindictive rage, 

Your future infamy preſage— 

Tell you, e'en now, your tainted name, 
Is ſinking in the gulph of ſhame. 

Heed not thoſe democratic things, 

Thou doubty advocate of kings; 

Their hiſſes, frowns, and threats contemn, 
And ſtill the tide of freedom ſtem. 

Still *gainſt republicans contend, 

Still heaven-born monarchy defend; 
Still paint, each patriotic ſage, 

In freedom's cauſe, who dare engage, 
Anxious the rights of man to fave, 

As villaiu, traifor, dupe and knave. 
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Still ſcourge our Frenchifi'd community, 
Thoſe vile banditti, with impunity. 

To ſhield your fame, behold ariſe, 
Confederates numerous, powerful, wiſe. 
Here ariſtocracy array'd 

In filver arms, prefers your aid— 
There, royal bounty's gracious dower, 
Rains in your lap a golden ſhower. 
While loyal merchants, emiſſaries, 
Tories, and tools, and mercenaries, 
From Hampſhire's hills, to Georgia's ſtrand, 
Hail you the ſaviour of our land, 


THE END. 


COPY RIGHT SECURED ACCORDING TO LAW. 
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A DIALOGUE 


Between Marar and PETER PoRCUPINE, 


in the infernal regions. Occaſioned by reading 
the Elegiac addreſs of his Satannic majeſty on 
the aſſaſſination of ſaid Porcupine—See the In- 


dependent Gazetteer for July 20, 1796. 


MaRAT. 


| | AlL Citizen Peter, thrice welcome to Tartarus 


Where virtuous mortals can never more martyr us— 


Where free from thoſe precepts, (the guide of the juſt) 
That ſhackle the timid, and frighten the worſt, 


From av'rice, from ſlaughter, ambition and ſtrife 
And anarchy, calumny, joys of our life— 

And every black action to which we gave birth 
While ſuffer'd to ſhed blood or call upon earth 
Releas'd from the body, now free from controul, 


We may rage, rant and vent all the ſpleen of the ſoul, 
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PETER PoRCUPINE. 


HAVE mercy ! have mercy, thou terrible ſhade— 
Too late my repentance, I'm ſorely afraid! | 
I ſhudder with horror your viſage to meet here, 
Oh ! ſpare the poor manes of infamous Peter— 
Who erſt ſo lampoon'd, and beli'd thy great nation, 
By diſtorted facts, and ſplenetic narration— 
Oh ſpare my grim weaſand from that dire machine, 
Which ſtands at your elbqw, yclept guillotine. 
Oh! ſpare me Monſieur and with zeal the moſt fervent, 
Tl henceforth remain your obſequious ſervant, 
I frankly acknowledge what prompted my pen 
Was to blot and decry the juſt rights of men 
And alſo to purchaſe ſome fame for myſelf, 
To cheer up the Tories, and compaſs the pelf. 


Manar. | 


« NO precious confeſſions, —your fears diſſipate, 
There's no guillotining in this dreary State. 
No National Razor, no gibbet of death, 
To ſever your weaſand or ſtifle your breath. 


PETER PORCUPINE. 


BUT the lies that I coin'd, and the gall that I ſhed, 
On Patriots and Freedom now fill me with dread— 
The Gift of New Year, Bone to Gnaw, Bloody Buoy, 
Dire ſpectres ſtill haunt me and threat to deſtroy. 
Oh ! ſave me Monſieur, from that direful machine 
Of tyrants the terror, the fell guillotine. 
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MARAT- 


GIVE over your whimp'ring, you daſtardly elf 
You've nothing to dread here excepting yourſelf— 
Tis conſcience vindictive, with guilt pointed dart, 
That harrows your mem'ry, and tortures your heart. 
Give your fears to the wind, nor ſhrink from this arm, 
A ſoul ſo congenial I never will harm ; 

Tho' diff rent our actions, our motives the ſame, 
Thro Vice“ fouleft ſewer we crawl'd into fame 
From the dregs of mankind we ruſh'd into day, 
On charaCters, laughter, inſatiate to prey. 

Of ink, gall-invenom'd, you ſhed forth a flood 
My greateſt delight was in ſhedding of blood. 
Yet there's one diſtinCtion, I here muſt premiſe, 
I &er acted openly, you in diguiſe— 
For 1ſcorn'd to ſhelter my perſon or fame 

Or under a villanous, fititious name, 

Or farſical, act the vile hypocrite's part 

But amply diſclos'd the deſigns of my heart. 


PeTrr PoRCUPINE. 


OUR fouls were congenial, in truth, I confeſs 
Your actions were bloody, and mine ſcarcely leſs— 
For could I your Razor have hung o'er their necks 
Ne'er more ſhould republicans monarchs perplex 
A heinous ambition e'er prompted my breaſt, 

To be by his majeſty's minions careſs'd— 
To ſoothe their misfortunes—the fate to bemoan 
Of monarchies fallen, combined hoſts o'erthrown. 
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To ſate my own vengeance and f reedom diſtain 


* 


True patriots to blacken, and virtue profane, A 
The riſible muſcles of all to excite 


And pocket the guineas inſpir'd me to write. 
The fountain of Billingſgate hence I explor'd, 
And over the bounds of veracity ſoar'd— 
Depicted the glorious exploits of your nation 
As anarchy, ſlaughter and dire devaſtation. 
Thus by fland'rous traſh, and many tough ſtories 
I gain'd the applauſe of tools, villains and tories. 
But the darts aim'd at Freedom rebounded amain 
And thrill'd my vile boſom with exquiſite pain 
And the frowns aud contempt, the hiſſes and ſcorn, 
And triumphs of virtue, were not to be borne. _ .. P 
So I bellow'd and howT'd like a ſore headed bear 
And ſunk in a whirlpool of ſhame and deſpair. 
Oh ! ſpare my poor gullet, from yonder machine 
'That National Razor, the dread guillotine. 


THE END. 
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In the Free and Independent Preſs, 
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